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A Solemn Warning, to the leading Demos of the 
City of Hudfon—which, hy the bye, 1s recommend- 


ed to the peru/fal of ali minor Demos, who, like 


their leaders, have formed the laudable refalution 
of flicking to our worthy Virginia Prefident, thre 
Je - . 


black and white, through thick and thin. 


GENTLEMEN, 


HEN, in my lafi number, I conviéted Holt of 
apoftacy, and proved that he was emulating Callender 
in his race of expofure, I did expeét that, lke grateful 
Democrats, you would croud my Garret with letters of 
thanks and congratulations. I did expeét, that you 
would ina body, frown Holt back again to the prifon 
of New-London—that you would fly to me as your po- 
litical faviour—ihat my fame would be refounded, and 
my lift of 800 {ubfcribers would be fwelled to 1000. 
Judge of my furprize, then, when vou are informed, 
that I find you ftill as blind, as credulous, as much the 
dupes of Holt, as ever. 
1 find, in the whole increafe of my fubfceription Jaf 
week (which was nearly fifty) not one Democrat in this 
city is included. It becomes, therefore my duty, 
Gentlemen, as ‘organ of the will of the people,” 
and as your vigilant friend and prote&or, to deliver to 
you this folemn warning. And while you perule it, 
I requeft yon will banifh all partialities which you may 
poflefs for MYSELF, (as Duane fays) for Callender 
or Col. Burr; and alfo, all antipathies to Holt, Clin- 
ton or Jefferfon. You doubtiefs have read in the Cr¢:- 
zen and Albany Regifter, that Holt was folicited to edit 
the new Burrite paper in New-York. Gentlemen, I 
warn you not to credit this artful fabrication, When 


Judge of my furprize, when: 


I firft read the ftory, I was convinced that it was atrick 
of our old enemy, called the Devil, to fhield Holt from 
deteétion, and to bamboozle you—And Holt’s fubfe- 
quent condu& proved that I was not deceived. You, 
gentlemen, have witnefled the labors of Holt for fome 
weeks—and would you not denounce that man as a 
fool or a bedlamite, who would affert that that artful 
rival of Jefferfon, Col. Burr, had /erioufly fixed on 
fuch a being as Holt for his editorial champion. It 1s 
far more probable, that, knowing the general charac- 
ter for ftupidity which you, gentlemen, have certainly 
obtained, he concluded that even Holt might be fuffi- 
cient for his$urpofe among you. Hence he entered 
into treaty with him. The Clintonians became fufpi- 
cious ;—and to allay their fufpicions, this ftory was 
trumped up. It was a moft convenient fhield for an 
a€tual doceur. It gave a fine colouring to the bargain. 
And flimfy as the trick was, it feems, gentlemen, they 
calculated accurately, when they concluded you would 
become its dupes, But you will afk—if Holt fold 
himfelf, why has he not boldly advocated the cauie of 
Burr ? Ah! gentlemen, here was another piece of po- 
licy which your poor heads could not fathom. Holt is 
under the eye of a vindi€tive and devoted partizan of 
the Clinton family ; and though it was certain that this 
partizan would sot declaim againft apoftacy in public, 
fill his influence privately exerted, might limit the cir- 
culation of the Bee. Until, therefore, the Bee fhould 
have been properly eftablifhed, and gained as wide a 
circulation as fuch a paper could gain, it was the in- 
tereft of Burr to fight inthe bufh. Accordingly in the 
firft number, Dearborn, Mr. Jefterfon’s thunder-bolt 
of war, and all other difnterejied democrats, who, like 
him, had gained offices for all their fons, fons in law, 
and coufins, were under the feigned names of Pelham 
and Falmouth, moft brutally caftigated. In every num- 
berof the Bee, although nothing 1s openly faid in favor 
of Burr, ftill the Jefferfon party is, under the cover of 
fiétion, reproached and reprobated. You can witnefs 
























































for me, gentlemen, that thofe ftories about Jefferfon 
and Callender, and Sally and young prefident ‘Tom, 
fo widely circulated, and fo clearly proved, have never 
been denied by Mr. Holt, as they bave by Duane, 

heetham, and other Jefferfonian editors. ‘lo be fure 
he has publithed fome of He€tor Ironfide’s bivod and 
thunder fentences, upon thofe fubjeéts which did not 
in the leaft affe&t the queftion; but if my memory is 
correét, ke never has denied them. I with not, how- 
ever, to impute guilt where there can be any excufe, 
Perhaps this fin of omiffion arofe from Holt’s well 
known inability. Or, perhaps#when teflimony and 
truth flafhed in his face, he felt fome confcientious 
qualms, and his confcience deteated what his head and 
heart intended. Thus far, gentlemen, there is only 
violent prefumptions. And now let me afk yon, are 
you net convinced of Holt’s apoftacy ? If not, I will 
put the fubje& beyond all difpute. I will ftate evi- 
dence which Old Solomon himfelf—(though, by the 
bye, he is not the fillief{ among you) would admit to be 
{nfficient to damn this Holt as an apoftate. [allude to 
the flory of Mrs. Walker, which Holt has late!y pub- 
lifhed. What in the name of common fenfe could 
have induced Holt to publifh that fhametul fory to the 
world. Had not he publifhed, gentlemen, you mutt 
be confcious that it never would have become public. 
It was to be found in no papers. It firft appeared in 
the Bee.—In point of turpitude, it isthe moft yillain- 
ous a€t ever committed by man. And nothing but a 
fettled enmity to Jefferfon, could have induced him to 
publifh it. And, gentlemen, I am happy to think this 
conduct has moved your ire. One of you, I underftand, 
declares Holt a blunderhead, Another {wears he is 
treacherous. And I do believe, when you refleé& on 
this aggravated crime, and confider that he never has 
lifped a fyllable againft Burr, you will all join me in 
believing that Holt and Callender are running the {ame 
race, That they have moft infamonfly turned tail upon 
their patrons—And that for thefe a€ts, they deferve, 
notonly contempt, but the gzbdzt. If, however, gen- 
tlemen Democrats, you cannot beliewe the truth—lf 
you are gulled by the flimfy. arts of a Burrite editor— 
you are loft—Go on, then, cantinue in your folly. 
Let the apoftate Holt continue to lead you by your nofes 
and laugh at yoar enormous flupidity. But when con- 
viétion is at length cudgelled into your brains—when 
you awake and find yourfelves in the muddy fituation 
of a blind beggar, led by a blind puppy, then will you 
call to mind this moit affeétionate and folemn warning 
of your beft and moft intelligent friends. Then will 
you cry out, “‘ why were we fuch blockheads ?. Why 
did we not hear the friendly advice tendered to us by 
Robert Rufticoat, Efquire.”—God blefs you, gentle. 





men, and tear open your long fliut eyes, that you may 
loathe the Bee, and its apoftate editor, 
Is the prayer of him, 
Who was, is, and will be, 
Till death, 
‘* A thorn in your fides.” 


ROBERT RUSTICOAT, 


COS 
FROM THE AURORA. 

* [WViiliam Duane, do defire it to be remembered, 
** that I now fay Alexander Hamilton has had and now 
* has juft caufe and reafon to be thankful for the lenity 
‘* and forbearance tha: has been, and is fhewn to him, 
‘‘ inthat cafe, [the affair with Mrs. Réynolds | and in 
‘© other cafes and that if the time fhould ever come, 
‘* when it may be juftifiable in my judgment to ftate 
“ feds concerning that man Hamilton ct which I am, 
«* and have been nearly three years poflefled—fadls for. 








‘* ced upon me by the woman called Maria, and of 


‘¢ which I have avoided purpofely the publication, trom 
‘* a fincere hope that no occafion would ever require 
‘* their publication—These faéts are in a form that 
‘* cannot be invalidated—they are in the fhape of quef- 
** tions in my hand writing on one divifion of the fame 
fheet of paper—and an{wers in the hand writing of 
the woman called Maria, oppofite to them on each 
of the fame fheets! of which there are ten folio 
** pages I” ; 
Here, gentle reader, Duane tells you 
that he is in poffeflion of certain faé?s rela- 
tive to Hamilton ; and that ‘‘ thefe facts 
are ina formthat CANNOT BE INVALI- 
DATED.”’—That is—they are in the fhape 
of queftions in Duane’s hand writing—and 
anfwers in the hand writing of Maria, ali- 
as Mrs. Reynolds. And this, according 
to Duane, is good evidence again{t Gen, 
Hamilton. It may be fo:—and now I 
beg leave to afk, if queftions in the hand 
writing of Callender, and anfwers in the 
hand writing of black Sally, would not be 
equally good evidence againft Mr. J-fferfon ? 
—Certainly, facts in fuch form, ‘‘ cannot 
be invalidated” in one cafe more than th¢ 


other. 
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WHEN Holt fates, that Oliver Wolcott was a 
candidate for the Affembly in Litchfield, he flates 
what he knows to be falfe. ‘The candidates in oppofi- 
tion to Kirby and Seymour, were Morris and Frederic 
Wolcott. Litchfield has generally fent democratic 
reprefentatives. The truth is, Conneéticut was never 
more federal than this year. This faét will foon ap- 

ear from the return of votes for counfellors. The 
eleétions from particular towns, are no criteria to de. 
termine the ftate of parties in Conneéticut. No, no, 
Holt—the parties ftand in Connecticut juftas they did 
when you and your Bee were {couted from New-Lon- 
don—when you complained that federalifm prevailed 
fo much, that a poor democratic editor like you, mut 
flarve or run away. 
23 

AS foon as the editors of the Balance declared, that 
‘nothing which Holt or his home’’-made “* corref{pon- 
dents could write,’’ would claim theirnotice, out pop- 
ped half a fcore of whiffets, and began to annoy them 
with their yelpings. ‘ There’s no fear,” fays one, 
‘we can growl at the Balance-men now, for they fay 
they’ll not meddle with us.”—‘* Bew, wew, wew,” 
cries another, ‘* at ’em—at "em—they wont mind it.’ 
—‘* Brayo !” bawls a third, ‘* what bold fellows WE 
are.”"—All this will teach the Balance-editors a good 
leffon. They will in future remember, that the only 
way to keep crofs dogs peaceable is to hold a cudgel 
ever their heads. —-—Now if I was to declare I would 
take no more notice of the Bee, nothing would be feen 
in that di/hclout of democracy, but continual flanders 
againftthe Walp. But I thall declare no fuch thing. 
On the contrary, I {hall not only keep the {witch con- 
ftantly in view—but fhall make fuch application of it 
as occafion requires. 


—2g3— 

GOOSY Johnny has come back from Conneéticut 
—~and he {wears that, by all he could obferve in the 
fields and atmofphere in Lyme, where his daddy lives, 
it is precifely as he faid when he was in New-York: 
lor, fays Johnny, it is as plainas ‘* Bleffed isthe man,” 
that there are more than twenty democrats in Lyme ; 
And, as Itold Judge Livingfton, ’tother day, we’ll by 
and by make thofe ConneCticut chriftians hop. | John- 
ny fays, too, that there was a caucus called cn account 
of his vifiting them, in which Johnny made a {peech : 
and itis underftood that he {poke almoft fix hours. 
And Johnny is faid to have proved that the Clintoni- 
ans area turbulent pack of Jacobins ; and he declaimed 
much againft Spencer. It has been hinted that Burr 
has fent Johnny this journey to found Conneéticut. 
If this be true—If Johnay hes “ turned tail in a fit of 








contrition” on his mafter Spencer, (who, by the bye, 
laughs at him, and calls him an afs and a fool every 
day he lives)—It he has joined thofe two moft venal, 
moft infamous of all apoftates, Callender and Holt, 
it isas plain as ‘‘ bleffed is the man,” that Johnny de- 
ferves to be cut through in the fame place in which his 
coat was cut, when he firft became a failor.* 





* Those who wifh to hear the anecdote here alluded 
to are requefted to app to that moft humorous gen- 
tleman, Mr. fofeph n. 


——_— 297 
CHARLEY HOLT fays, he can’t believe that Mr. 


Coleman means him when he fpeaks of ‘ imbecility 
and indigence,”’ Why? becaufe his name is Charly 
and not Zohn; and becaufe he could not believe that 
Mr. Coleman would defcend to notice him. But he 
fays, if Coleman really means the identical Charley, 
that is, himfelt, he isa little out—for that he, by God’s 
help, and the help of 500 dollars (the price of his con- 
fcience) and in defiance of goals, gibbits, and Robert 
Rufticoat ; and upon condition that his patrons will give 
a little more money (Democrats a dun for you!) is 
refolved, it poflible, to live a little longer. He fays 
he is not fo zmbecile but that he can lie vith tolerable 
fluency, and as far as his lies go, can yet do his part 
in deftroying truth and federalifm (that is, the federal 
government.) He fays he is net fo indigent, that he 
would make his confcience a pander to his poverty 
(although it 1s well known that he fold him/elf to our 
democrats for five hundred dollarsin advance ) or affo- 
ciate himfelf with fo rare a villain as Callender (altho’ 
every body knows that he was imprifoned a few years 
fince juft like Callender—that he has lately flandered 
Mr. Jefferfon worfe than Callender; and in fhort, 
conduéts iri every thing juft like Callender). finally he 
fays that he hopes no other federal editor will compaf.- 
fionate himas Mr: Coleman doés. Yes, Holt, we all 
pity thee. ThOu art a fair and legitimate objcét for 
pity. But thy conduétin felling thyfelt to our demo- 
crats, after thou hadft been fo long a f{cholar in the 
{chool of adverfity, deferves a lafh or two. _ Thy pa- 
per is beneath criticifm, and yet it is pafttime for 
me to expofe thy abfurdities. In fhort, Holt, there 
will be no end toour compaffion. ‘This very piece in 
which you endeavor to combat a man who looks down 
upon you, is calculated to awaken no other emotions 
but pity. Compaffionate thee !—yes, while that being 
on whofe front his maker hath ftamped in legible cha- 
rafters STUPIDITY, deferves pity, fo long thall eve- 
ry federal editor, who reads thy columns, throw afide 
thy paper, and figh for thy miferable fituation.— 
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JUST after my laft Wafp was publifhed, in which 
was the flory of Mr. Jefferion’s attemptto feduce Mrs. 
Walker, extra€ted from the Bee, a gentieman who was 
formerly a democrat, and an acquaintance of Holt, 
called at his office. Holt, apparently in great affliction 
grafped him by the hand, retired with him into his 


Jandéum fan@orum, and the following moft lamentable 


dialogue enfued :— 

Holt. You have read that d—d Wafp I fuppofe. 
Did you ever know a poor fellow fo abominably treat- 
ed? 

Gent. What isthe matter, Mr. Holt ? 

Holt. Matter !—Curfe that Robert Rufticoat. How 
in God’s name have I provoked this treatment ? 
What have I done ? 

Gent. Doyou not continue to editthe Bee ? 

Holt. Is that fuch a crime ? I only give in it, fome 
extracts. Rufticoat knows that I am not able to write 
one paragraph decently. Why fhould he lath me tor 
the writings of others ? 

Gent. Why, Mr. Holt, you muft acknowledge that 


by publifhing thofe enormous falfhoods from the Auro- 


-ra and Chronicle, you adopt them as your own, and 
‘thus become fair game for Kufticoat. 


Holt. No, Iamnot. I would fhudder, finner that 
I am, if I for @he moment fuppofed that all the lies I 
extraéted into my paper were to be imputed to me. 
But, my friend, what can I do. My hands are tied. 
I have fold myfelftoa few ftupid mortals in this city, 
And I mutt either obey their commands or ftarve. My 
paper is not under my ewn direétion. A hopeful group 
of head-bound demo’s rule me ; and I cannot publifh 
as 1 otherwife would. Would to God I could once 
more gain my freedom. Would to God, I couidonce 
more return to my 250 fubfcribers in New-London. 
Nay, I would, with pleafure, return again to prifon.— 
For there I was more a freeman than I am at prefent. 


LGD 
I WONDER what ideas of honefty and propriety 


the democrats of Dutchefs county can have, when they 
employ fuch a perfon as Ifaac Mitchell, as the editor 
of their newfpaper. They eertainly muft be totally 
unacquainted with his character ; or elfe they have no 
more regard for virtue than a hog has for diamonds. 
What will the upright citizens of Dutchefs think of 
the democratic leaders there, when they know that the 
man who is fet up as political di€tator by them, is as 
deftitute of moral charaéter as Duane the Irifhman, or 
Cheetham the Englifhman. Such men. as Mitchell 
ought never to engage in public employments. They 
are, in fociety, like weaales among chickens. They 
ought to wear a badge or mark, by which they may be 
known. The word BEWARE fhould be written in 











= 


legible charaéters on their foreheads ; and I am refolved 
to pin fuch a label upon Mitchell, the firft time I {ee 


him. 
EDS 
A CERTAIN thick-fkulled Algerine, who chatters 
much about my Wafp, had better attend to the duties 
ot his office (given him by the honorable council) left 


he fhould come in for his fhare of the lafhing. For 
further particulars he may enquire at my garret. 


PS 
> I mutt apologize to my readers and 


correfpondepts for the long delay of this 
number. ‘The printer’s excufe is, that 














other work interfered. J havea great num- 


ber of communications on file, which {hall 
be attended to as fait as poffible. 





FOR THE WASP. 





SONNET.—to tHe BFE. 


Sweer Chemift ! than Hyb/en nobler far, 
Whofe ‘** balmy fpoils’’ not pinks and refes yield : 
Thy prouder labours feek far other field, 

With ready art to feize the lufcious fore : 

Thee other feenes than beds of fragrant thyme, 
Than gardens gay, or flow’ry lawns invite ; 
Thee fcetid finks and gutters more delight : 

Tothee, of wond’rous fkill, more welcome are 

Garbage and carrion; like that {warm of yore, 

Bred in acarcafe, nurs'd in filth and flime— 

Sweet Chemift! with probofcis fharp to draw 
Delicious draughts, and morfels rich from thefe : 


So dung-hill-fowls on grains and maggots feize 


Mid reeking excrements, and rotten flraw. 
PRINTED AT THE BALANCE.OFFICE, 


BY HARRY CROSWELL, 
FOR THE EDITOR. 
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